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One day a year 


Author's Notes: 
| was feeling a little melancholy after watching Montage of heck (again), so here's my otp and some 


hurt/comfort for y'all Let me know what do you think about it :) 


Taylor stretched in the sheets, eyes squeezing slightly as the sunlight peered through the curtains to shake 
him out of the bed. It was one of the first early warm, sunny days of spring and the blonde thought at all of 
the things he could finally pick up from where he left last season. Mountain biking, tanning.. well, maybe it was 


a little too early for that. After all, spring had officially broken in just fifteen days ago.. 


The flow of thoughts was interrupted by no less than the abrupt realization of what exact date it was. 
Pointlessly, he fumbled in the empty side of bed, the confirmation of his thoughts making his heart ache a bit. 


Slowly, he propped himself on his elbows and rubbed his face with a hand, trying to find the will to stand up 
and go find.. 


"Hey" a manly voice came from the door. Taylor blinked and smile as his husband walked in holding a breakfast 


tray in his hands. "| got up early today" he explained, a hint of embarrassment in his words. 

When his knees touched the edge of the mattress, tray still full of pastries and hot drinks, the half naked 
blond crawled on the bed and threw his arms around the brunette's legs. Half a second later, his man let out a 
hearty laugh, rolling his eyes. 

"At least let me drop your breakfast first!" 


The blonde propped his chin against Dave's belly, his cheek brushing against the rough fabric of the jeans, as 
he looked up and smiled sweetly. 


"How's it going so far?" he asked in a caring tone. 


The brunette sighed and placed the tray on the night stand, sitting on his side of the bed as soon as his 
partner let go of his legs. 


"Every year better." 
Except Dave was almost sure it was half a lie. Taylor could feel it too. 
‘Its okay, D. You don't have to push it back, just don't let it drag you down" 


The brunette sighed again, deeper this time. His eyes were a little water, the corners of his mouth curving 


into a sad smile. 


"Is so stupid, you know" he murmured, rolling his eyes not to let the tears spill from his eyes. "A grown up 
man like me still weeping around the house while baking and shit." 


"Aw, come on. C'mere" Taylor said, embracing the brunette in a soft hug. Dave held on for as long as he could, 


before hugging back, memories resurfacing. 


"I wish | could've done something for him. But then, | tell myself | couldn't. | know | couldn't. Things were so 
fucked up and we were fucking kids.." he murmured, his throat tightening as he choked on words. 


"I know, sweetheart. You know it's not your fault. You said it, you were kids.. and probably things were meant 


to go that way. You can't fight someone else's battle." 


Taylor's hand stroke Dave's back slowly, brushing the pain away. What he couldn't get the brunette free from, 


was guilt however. Over twenty years of guilt. 


"But why, man?" he cried out. "Why did it have to happen to us? We were on fucking top of the world | was 


so..unprepared." 


It was the blonde's turn to sigh as he glimpsed anxiety in big brown irises. He pulled back slowly from his 
lover's body and cupped his face with his hands, staring into those puppy eyes so full of sorrow. He hated to 
see Dave like that. He was not only his better half, he was his best buddy, his funny, goofy, adorable Dave. 
The guy to write good memories with. Great memories. He didn't deserve all that. Yet again, he himself knew it 
was just fate. 


"Dave, look at me." Taylor's index finger pointed Dave's chin up, till his eyes followed. "You are amazing. A 
brilliant drummer, a great dude. Gorgeous, smart, sexy, funny, witty and so on. There's nothing, hear me well, 
absolutely nothing that's wrong with you. No one could've done something to change what happened. Even if 
you.." It took him a moment to find the right words. "could've done something, he wouldn't have been okay. 
Courtney forgave herself and she was her wife. Why can't you?" was asked, a pitch of desperation in Taylor's 
Voice. 

Hearing that, Dave giggled softly. 


"You must be fucking tired to hear me whine for years." 


"Yep" the blonde chirped proudly, straightening himself out, his hands now holding the other drummer's. "And 
think about how many other years I'll have to stand you for." 


The brunette laughed genuinely. "| managed to tire Taylor Hawkins. Jesus. | think | really hit the rock bottom." 


After snatching a pastry from the tray, the blonde tried to make it fit into his mouth with terrible results, 


icing sugar scattering all over the blanket and his face. 
"Nah" he mumbled, his mouth still full of cream and dough. "Yer the best in the world" 


Dave watched and laughed, bring a hand to his face as Taylor chewed and struggle to pick a croissant. That 


remembered him why he loved him so much. He loved his clumsiness, it made him feel slighter more normal. 


"You know, these sticky things here" he said, pointing at a mini pie tart, "really make me think about that one 
time Bryan May.." 


It was all Dave needed to hear to stop the train as long as it was still in the station, usually. The brunette 
opened his mouth, ready to shut his husband's. However, he didn't. He felt like he might use to listen some 
Queen story, that day. 


After a good cup of black coffee, of course. 


